Man's sorrows are as ephemeral as his joys,
The flood of tears that he sheds, it but

only waters
The short-lived plants of further happiness.

Like boys
Who sail their paper-boats in mud-ridden

gutters,
The Great Infant plays with us but He truly

knows

The deeps and shallows which our Life-ships

will meet

In Universal Ocean and our course he shows,
Ever watching till our eyes the goal does greet.

Our path though rough and steep is clearly

straight

Straight over rocky steeps and thorny ways
Of Virtue, Service, Love-the triple gate
Of God's abode-the goal of human race.
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